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hole. Zhilitt was delighted. He caught hold of it
and drew it in. It was a good, strong pole. He
had noticed this pole some time before on the
roof of his master's home,

He looked up again. The stars were shining
high in the heavensr and right above the hole
the eyes of Dina shone as brightly as the
eyes of a cat in the darkness. She leaned
forward over the mouth of the hole and whis-
pered :

"Ivan! I van I" and she kept on making signs
and drawing her hands repeatedly over her face
by way of saying, "Hush! Be quiet!"

"What is it?" asked Zhilin.

"They have all gone; there are only two at
home."

"Well, Kostuilin, let us go," said Zhilin. "We
will try for the last time. I'll help you to get
out of it."

But Kostuilin would not even hear of it.

"No51J said he, "it's quite plain that I can't
manage it. I have not the strength to go quickly,
whichever way we go.**

'Good-bye, then I And think no ill of me for
leaving you!" And he embraced Kostuilin.

Then he seized the pole, bade Dina hold it
firm, and began to creep up it. Once or twice
he fell down, for the kolodka hampered him.
Kostuilm then supported him, and he worked his